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I couldn’t stop thinking about that hiking trip. Being naked in front of the girls, especially when they were wearing clothes, was just such a turn-on. I loved it so much that I needed to try it again.
I met up with Sam and Marie for lunch a few days after the trip. We didn’t acknowledge what happened last time, just made small talk about work and stuff. I wished I could strip off right then, let everyone in the restaurant see me.
“So Sam’s birthday party is coming up this weekend,” Marie brought up. “It’s gonna be a fun one.”
“Now I know that you guys are serious about your fun,” I said.
They let out a laugh.
“I’ve been planning it for a while. I don’t think you wanna miss it,” Marie said.
“I’ll be there, I’ll be there. Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”
“You don’t have to be that dramatic,” Sam said.
“What, it’s your birthday! Gotta be there for that,” I said.
“Well, there is something special about this party. I’ll have to tell you later. It’s a surprise for Sam,” Marie said.
“Oh!” I looked at Sam. We both raised our eyebrows. “I love surprises.”
“Oh we know. You’ll like this one,” Marie said.
That night, I got a text from Marie.
“It’s a birthday suit party at our apartment. As soon as you get there, you have to strip.”
“Just me or everyone?” I asked.
“Everyone. And we’re inviting all our girlfriends.”
Wow. I wondered how many girls there would be. All naked. As much as that sounded awesome, I secretly hoped I could be the only one naked. I just loved the tension of it. The attention. The elephant in the room that no one can mention. Maybe I’d be the first one to strip, or the last one to put my clothes back on.
“Be there exactly at 9,” she sent.
Okay. I’d be ready.
…
Saturday. I showed up with a bottle of wine. I wore reasonably nice clothes, even though I knew I’d be taking them off. I guess I didn’t want to be a slob for the one minute I would be there with clothes on. Make a good first impression on their other friends.
I knocked on the door. I heard some rustling around and whispering. They must know it’s me.
Marie opened the door a crack. “Jack?” she asked. I could only see her face.
“Yep, it’s me.”
She opened the door a little wider, just enough for me to come in. Once I stepped in, I understood why she was acting so weird. She was already naked.
“Wow, Marie, how are you?” I asked. I opened my arms for a hug.
She squeezed me tight, her boobs pressing into my chest. It felt weird with my arms on her bare back. We let go.
I snuck a glance at her. She was better than I had imagined. Tall, curvy, pierced nipples, little “;)” tattoo on the side of her rib cage, probably for lucky guys. And now I was a lucky guy. I got down to her neatly trimmed bush before I realized I should say something and not just stare.
“I guess I didn’t believe this was real,” I said.
“Believe it, buddy. You got a whole room of naked girls waiting in there for you.” She pointed at a beaded curtain that blocked off the entryway from the rest of the apartment. Hmm, that was new. The beads were close enough that I couldn’t see past them.
“Wait, am I the last one here? You told me to come at 9!”
“I know,” she smirked.
“And they’re all okay with a naked guy?”
“You’ll blend right in. It’s just skin. Don’t worry about it.”
I smiled and started to take off my shirt.
“I think it’ll be better than last time,” she said as she disappeared into the beads. So she finally acknowledged it.
I finished stripping and threw my clothes into a bin they had for me. I knew I was saying goodbye to my clothes for the night. I took a deep breath and stepped through the curtain.
I heard a gasp and recognized Sam as she burst out laughing. I looked around: the girls set up their apartment with moody blue and purple lighting, drinks were everywhere, and the girls themselves were… all wearing clothes.
My heart jumped. This was exactly what I wanted, though I couldn’t act like it. I feigned modesty, covering my crotch with my hands.
“Oh, you don’t wanna show the birthday girl your birthday suit?” Sam asked.
“Keep your hands at your side, buddy. Nothing we haven’t seen already,” Marie said, appearing from behind me. She was already dressed again and carrying out my bin of clothes. Yep, I wasn’t getting those back.
I looked around at the rest of the girls. They had five new friends I hadn’t met, though they’d definitely remember me after this. I waved at them.
“Hey guys, this is Jack. He’s kind of Sam’s birthday present for tonight,” Marie introduced.
“I also brought wine,” I said, holding my bottle up.
“Oh honey, we need something stronger than that. Someone call the doctor because you’re behind on your shots,” Marie said as she handed me a glass. She grabbed one for herself too, clinked our glasses together and we both downed the alcohol.
I decided to embrace it. “Woo!!” I yelled. The girls all cheered with me.
I grabbed a drink to casually sip on. We mingled for a bit. I tried talking to the new girls, but every girl I talked to could never look me in the eye. They weren’t always looking at my dick, but I think they were looking at it most of the time. I’m sure this is the longest, most direct view a lot of them have gotten. It was definitely arousing, but I tried to keep my dick down. A boner would feel kind of rude, and draw more attention than I needed right now. Not that I wasn’t already the center of attention, I was just sure that a boner would be punished by Sam and Marie.
I spotted Marie ripping the lid off of a pizza box and flattening it out.
“We should do pizza box!” she yelled, already tipsy.
She explained the rules of the game. Basically, you flip a quarter onto the empty cardboard of a pizza box. You draw an outline around where the quarter landed and write a dare in the middle. If someone lands on it on their flip, they have to either do the dare or take a shot. It starts off easy, but as space fills up in the box, everyone either gets wasted or has to do something crazy.
Sam went first. She flipped easily to the middle of the box. She scribbled something, then retreated while snickering, not saying what it was. We all leaned in to read: “touch Jack’s dick.”
“Whoa!” “What the fuck?” “Really Sam?” the girls reacted. I couldn’t lie, it did turn me on to think about that happening. But if I landed on that space, I guess that dare would be easy.
The girls kept going, filling up the box with dares. By the time I got a turn, there were a lot of obstacles in the way. “Someone draws a mustache on you,” “take off your shirt,” “text your ex,” and other dares were on the board.
I tried to go for the edge of the board, where there was still plenty of empty space. I did my flip and it landed on the edge, but then bounced and rolled off the table.
“Boo! Take a shot!” Sam yelled.
I complied, downing another shot of vodka. I was starting to feel it. Everything felt more relaxed. This could be dangerous for me.
Sam’s turn again. She flipped the quarter up in the air and it rolled perfectly between two occupied spots. She scrubbed her next dare: “body shot off Jack.”
That got some “oohs” and laughs, but the girls were more used to Sam’s drunken antics. The better test would be when people started landing on the spots- who would do the dares?
The next round, the girls did start to land on the spots. Except for the easier dares, everyone took a shot. I was disappointed, but I knew it was making everyone sloppier. The girls were getting more touchy- leaning on each other and giving each other hugs and kisses on the cheek after dares. They were a, um- very friendly group.
It was my turn again. The board was really filling up. I didn’t know what to aim for, so I just went for it. I flipped my coin, then watched it roll around until it settled on “someone draws a mustache on you.” Okay, not terrible.
“Who do you want to do it with?” Sam asked me. She got up right in front of my face and tilted her head.
“I guess the birthday girl can do it,” I replied.
“Yay! Someone get a marker. Marie!” she drunkenly ordered.
Marie handed her a marker. I presented my face to her. She looked around my face and then realized something. Then she looked down and tried to grasp my dick, fumbling with it.
“Hey!” I jumped.
“What? The dare didn’t say anything about where!”
“So where are you gonna draw it?”
“On your dick!”
The girls screamed out. They couldn’t believe it.
Sam grabbed the end and tried to draw on it, but my semi-hard dick didn’t give her the best drawing surface.
“C’mon, get harder? What, you don’t like me?”
“No, no, just give me a second!” I stroked myself a couple of times. I didn’t look, but I could feel the room watching me.
“You got harder last time,” Sam said.
“Last time?” a girl cried out.
Sam just smiled. She finished her very messy mustache and presented my dick to the group. “Ta-da!” she said.
“Ahh!” a girl screamed, still in disbelief. I’d been naked the whole night, but I’d been discreet. Now I was being shown off. My dick may have only been partially hard before, but being on display like this made it worse- I was getting harder by the second.
Sam’s turn again. She flipped her coin and it landed on her earlier spot: “body shot off Jack.”
“Are you really gonna do it?” a girl asked.
“I mean, it’s a shot either way,” Sam shrugged. “C’mere boy, lay down on the table.” She patted the open section of table in front of her.
Marie handed her a bottle of tequila. She poured as much of it as she could into my belly button, with some of the cold alcohol running off down my sides. Then, she took a salt shaker from Marie and shook a bit onto my neck, and stuck a lime wedge in my mouth.
“Shot! Shot! Shot! Shot!” the girls started to chant.
“I’m doing it! I’m doing it!” Sam replied. She leaned down to get closer to my stomach, but stumbled on her way down. She grabbed onto my dick for stability. No one said anything about it, but my dick was just aching to be touched. She moved it from side to side as she steadied herself. Then, she finally planted her mouth on my belly button and sucked up the shot. I watched her shiver as she closed in on my neck to lick the salt off. Her tongue ran up the side of my neck, then she planted her now salty lips on mine as she tried for the lime wedge. She wasn’t very successful in getting it, instead basically making out with me while her right hand switched between circling the base of my dick and playing with my balls.
I was hoping she’d play with me to completion, but Marie called us off the table, saying the dare was done. She was no fun.
But it was Marie’s dare next. She flipped the coin, and it landed on “touch Jack’s dick.” Will all that we’d been through just now, that dare felt kind of tame in comparison. But I’d take all the contact I could get.
Marie walked over to me. She reached out her hand towards my dick and I thrust out my hips to meet her, but at the last second she dodged me. Instead, she walked behind me and gave me a reach-around. I tried to reach behind me but she kept moving from side to side, easily dodging the awkward angle I had to try to get her.
“I thought it was just a touch!” I said.
“Doesn’t say for how long,” Marie said into my ear.
I’d been building up the whole night. I was nearly ready to burst. I didn’t know that I wanted to come in front of all of these new girls, but I don’t think I had much of a choice. I watched all of their eyes on me, following Marie’s strokes as she got me off. Fuck, it felt so good. I wanted to give in. I was dying to come. But where would I come?
I realized Sam had gone missing. Then, she reappeared from the kitchen with her birthday cake. It was a big, circular cake covered in white frosting.
“I have a treat for you guys,” Sam said. “Today, I’m serving a special frosting.”
Oh my God. This must have all been part of their master plan. 
Marie kept stroking as Sam set the cake on the table in front of us. She pointed my dick down, aiming it a the center of the cake. The other girls now had their jaws dropped. Sam and Marie must not be so open about this stuff usually, but I was happy to break the ice. I looked around the room, taking in their stares as I came on the cake.
My cum actually blended in pretty well with the icing, though some splatters covered up part of the “Happy Birthday Sam!” message written across the top.
Marie started clearing off the table for the cake. “Alright Jack, time to get up again,” she said.
“What?” I asked.
“We’ll be eating the cake off of you.”
I wasn’t going to argue with her. I may be flaccid now, but I didn’t want to give up the center of attention. I laid down on top of their table cover, my dick flopping down in the process.
I couldn’t see the girls around me now, but I did see when the lights went out. Marie carried the cake this time as the girls began to sing “Happy Birthday.”
I watched the cake as Marie set it down on my stomach, the lit candles drawing my eye in the darkness. I watched the flames dance, my cum reflecting their light just differently enough from the icing for me to tell what was what.
They finished singing the song and Sam blew out the candles. A little bit of wax blew onto my side. It burned, but in a good way. Marie grabbed a knife and started to cut the cake. I flexed my abs to give her a better surface to cut on and I saw her smile down at me. She rested her left hand on my lower stomach to help stabilize everything as she cut. She held the edge of the cake plate down with her thumb and pointed finger, but she spread her fingers out and her pinkie started to touch the base of my dick. My dick started to come back to life again as she made each cut.
Finally, she started serving the plates. The girls stood over me on the table and I looked up to watch their reactions. At first, no one would eat it. But then Sam announced: “bon appetit,” and dug in.
I watched her face as she chewed.
“Not bad,” she said. “Pretty tasty.”
Marie was just breaking down laughing. Her laughter was infectious and spread through the group. This was ridiculous, but still so hot.
Marie took a bite of hers. “Ugh, it’s weird!” she shrieked. “But kind of good?”
Sam took another bite. “Yeah, we should have this more often!”
“Really?” a girl asked.
“Try it!” Sam said. “It’s my birthday wish.”
“You’re not supposed to tell people your birthday wish,” Marie said.
“Whatever, just try it!” Sam said back.
One by one, the girls took tentative bites. And one by one, they each slowly nodded their heads.
“Wait, why is it actually kind of good?” one girl said.
“I’d never lie to you,” Sam winked.
“Sam, you lied to us so much about tonight.”
“For your benefit! Are you having fun or what?”
The girl just grimaced.
…
They kept talking and drinking, having fun while I laid there on the table. It was kind of nice. Even though the girls stayed around the table, they almost forgot I was there. I was like a piece of furniture. I got to watch them- study their faces (and any slips in their dresses) while they ignored me, the naked guy on the table. Marie didn’t forget about me though, standing close enough to my dick to reach her hand out and play with it. She treated it like a fidget toy, moving it around while she talked to her other friends. Later, they even started playing cards on me. I savored every touch, and I think the girls let their fingers linger whenever they would place down a card. Some even rested their hands or their cards on my body, using it to prop them up. But all that laying there made me sleepy. I decided to rest my eyes. The party kept going on around me while I drifted off to sleep.
…
That night, I had a dream that I was getting a blowjob. It was just a dream, but it felt so real, and the pleasure felt real. I felt like I was going to come, like there was a real mouth around me-
I opened my eyes. I was still on the table. Sun peeked through the blinds in the apartment. I looked down to see Sam sucking my dick. She worked her magic back and forth, sucking and sucking as I came. It was an incredible way to wake up.
“Good morning sleepyhead,” she said.
“Happy birthday,” I said.
“Thanks,” she said. “I figured you deserved a little reward. Since we tricked you.”
“Does it count if I knew it was a trick?”
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